336                    ISLAND OF BALI

dancing lessons, once in a trance they are able to dance in any
style, all of which would require ordinary dancers months and
years of training to learn. But the Balinese ask how it could be
otherwise, since it is the goddesses who dance in the bodies of
the little girls.

When the girls are ready, they are taken to the death temple,
where a sanggar agung, a high altar, has been erected, filled with
offerings for the sun. The pemangku sits facing the altar in front
of a brazier where incense of three sorts is burned. The little
girls wear ear-plugs of gold, heavy silver anklets, bracelets, and
rings. Their hair is loose and they are dressed in white skirts.
They kneel in front of the altar on each side of the priest. The
women singers sit in a circle around them, while the men re-
main in a group in the back. Their jewellery is removed and is
put in a bowl of water; small incense braziers are placed in
front of each girl. After a short prayer by the priest the women
sing:

Fragrant is the smoke of the incense, the smoke of the sandal-
wood, the smoke that coils and coils upwards towards the home of
the three gods.

We are cleansed to call the nymphs to descend from heaven.

We ask Supraba and Tundjung Biru to come down to us, beauti-
ful in their bodices of gold.

Flying down from heaven, they fly in spirals, fly down from the
North-East, where they build their home.

Their garden is filled with golden flowers that grow side by side
with the pandanus, the scorpion orchids, the tigakant/ii, pineapples,
soli and sempol, their tender leaves gracefully drooping; drooping
they spread their perfume through the garden.

Our thoughts shall rise like smoke towards the dedari, who will
descend from heaven. . . . (See Note 3, page 357, for the Balinese
text)

Soon the girls begin to drowse and fall in a sudden faint. The
women support their limp bodies in a sitting-position, and after
a while the girls begin to move again, as if suffering intense